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Introduction

We began in the old building across the other side of
campus, a place heavy with history, where the walls
held the echoes of hundreds of students who created,
experimented, failed, and tried again. It was a space
that quietly shaped generations of artists, nurturing
creativity in every corner of the studio.

Then came the move. A new building, unfamiliar

at first, empty of the stories we had heard so much
about. But history is not only something we inherit

— it is something we make. Within these new walls,

we built our own rhythm, our own noise, our own
moments of chaos, laughter, and discovery. No matter
the location of the school, the vibrant and electric
energy follows us wherever we go, carried in the
people who fill the space rather than the space itself.

Here, memories were made in late nights and early
mornings, in shared deadlines, in conversations that
lasted longer than they should have, and in friendships
that will last far beyond these years. Every piece you
see is part of that story — a collection of moments,
experiments, risks, and ideas that grew alongside us.

Everything must come to an end, but endings are
never just endings. They are turning points. This is
not only a closing chapter, but the start of something
unknown, something unfinished, something still
becoming.

This is where we
leave our mark.

This is where we begin.
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Baby bath

a mess of twirls in the bath,
soap slides on the ceramic,

a bobbing duck filled with
black cack,

lavender bubbles,

foaming beards and bras,

a gurgling drain

that washes guilt from me.
feeling pregnant to a bottle of
wine—

now spilling over the edge,
an infinity pool.

spilling past the overflow.
photos of you

bluetacked to the toothpaste
mirror,

even though we don't talk any-
more.

blue houses,

no one in the sleeping beds.
smiling with teeth,

on the fridge,

yellower now, cold.

honey buttercream

on my shaved legs,

cake batter

infused with liquor.

life a tails up penny,

now slipped under bed

where | keep lube and old lipstick.
christmas morning,

in my mother's bed.

a good girl’s stocking,

sugar replaced with suspenders.
i'm feeling big, and loud.
meaty, and prepared on a plate.
the little girl among the

scared hidden dolls

in my grey cupboards.
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Watching people, watching moments.
second glances, second chances.

Ideas encased in endless strangers.
Cities call us, shape us, claim us.

to see a city is to navigate-

a map of experiences, etched into the mind's eye

A map is a puzzle, to be unpicked carefully (or not)

to walk through a city is to become invisible.

to walk through a city is to hold a dialogue with the buildings, the food, the art
to listen or to judge, to hold on to or to let go.

to walk through a city is to experience.

people, strangers.

parallel lines, intersecting momentarily-

at corners, in crowds.

through the hustle and bustle of overlapping lives, an unspoken is present.
the silence filtered out by the noise.

not emptiness is found here but unanswered questions.

And here, the city speaks.

Its streets chart an emotional map,

Drawing us to wander, to feel, to trace new paths.

The city shapes us, and in walking, we shape it

| had turned into a bug again. | hold my breath when morning comes.
| remain still as my host prepares to leave for the day, afraid of being
seen, afraid of becoming an intrusion, afraid of being a burden.
Pressed into the corner of the room, surrounded by my belongings,
that small space is all | claim. The rest belongs to them. It was never
mine to begin with. | am just a bug.

In these moments of silence, | feel myself shrinking. | listen to their
breath, heavy with frustration, sensing that my presence is known even
if unspoken. My eyes are closed, but my mind races with worry and
envy. When the door finally slams, the air shifts. Only then do | allow
myself to breathe.
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Pearls

fall [fall]

rolled,

rolling from Your cheeks.

Fall.
Falling.

Fell.

All because [

couldn’t speak of how [ felt,

emotions.

Didn’t know how to articulate My,

emotions.

Guilt, guilted, guilting, guilty of.

Forgetting.

stomach.

Sentenced to My

Digest.
Digested.
Digesting.
Forgotten.
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Bark or Bite

Holding the black umbrella

with interlocked fingertips,

tipped left to shelter your shoulders.
The droplets dribble down my cheek,
leaving a line of black,

cheek to nail.

| hope you will hold it over her.

Whilst you do, I'll stand on the gravel.
fingernail jagged as the lightning

interlocked.

(I'll stand in the rain long enough to feel clean.)

When the clowned makeup puddles in my neck,
I'll wipe it to my collar—

a dog tag with no address,

and I'll wander.

Paws rough,

as to not be called soft again.

| won't wait at the door,

bark or bite.

I'll go to the grave,

curled up in spite.

A whisper from my headstone
says 'I'll come back’.
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